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move the news gatherer from his i As he dressed. Beb carefully re-origin- al

assertion that "his paper I viewed the situation. ADDarentlvd printed the n.wg, regardless.
So Bob took the license, and to-

gether they left the office, trusting
to luck. For a short time they con-
sidered the advisability of going
across the street to the office of a
Justice of the peace, and becoming
married immediately, before anvone
would have time to interfere, but
that didn't seem very' romantic, to staclee In his path. The wide doors
go up Into a stuffy lawyer's office through which he would have to
and get married without encounter-- , drive were shut and locked, with
Ing the least opposition, and they i a padlock Bob had never seen

the Idea with dispatch. J fore, and w hich had a snepiciou

the only thin to do would be to
leave town, drive across the state
line at Its nearest jolnt. and pro
cure another licence. He went
downsttirs, and neglecting to eat
breakfast, he hurried out to the fta.- -

rase to get his machine.
I'ron arrivlnt' therA. h found

that his father had put other ob- -

look cf newness about it. The look
which had been used wai gone.
because Bob had the key to that.
The little door at the side was open,
and Bob went In, but apparently
there was no way to get th machine
out without breaking- the lock. Well,
then, the lo k would have to be (

DroKen.
The young man picked up a ham-- ,

mer with which to accomplish his '

purpose, but as he stepped out to'
begin his attack, he changed his
mind. Two husky gardeners were
standing nut far away, and Mr.
Gri'fith was talking to them, appar-
ently truing tham instructions to
stop any at! erupts to get the ma- -
chine out of the parage

Without the car, Rob felt It
would le Impossible to elope. By
all means, then, he must contrive to
get away from the place with it. To
begin hammering on the lock would
serve only to brir.g on interference.
As Bob looked the matter over, he
decided to malfe a daring attempt
lo break down the doors, using the
front end of his Ion roadster as a
battering ram.

Quietly, he filled the gasoline
tank from the supply pump in the
garage. Then he looked, over the
ignition sjetom to see that it had
not been put out of commission.
Every precaution possible was taken
before tinally he crawled Into the
seat and set the motor going. Bob
was thankful that it didn't make
much noise.

Carefully he reversed the machine
as far back as it would go, bo ad to
give him plenty of room to stari.
Then he set the gears in first speed
and released his clutch, at the fame
time advancing- - the throttle. Like a
living animal, the machine under
him responded. It took a flyin:?
leap at the flimsy barriers, crashing
into them with a two-to- n weight.

The lock simply couldn't stand
the sudden strain, and it flew apart,
allowing the doors to swing wide.
With rapidly gathering momentum,
the car shot down the drive to the
street, Bob clinging desperately to
the wheel. The sudden Ktart had
almost caused him to loso control.
He was dimly conscious of a pair of
men running- - after him and shouting
as he steered the machine through
the gate and out into the street, hut
he chuckled as. he thought how lit-

tle they could do to stop him.
Five minutes later he running

up the front walk to the house
where Esther Cullinane lived. She
was sitting on the porch. "Come
on." ordered Rob. "They'll be after
us in a minute or two."

"I can't. Bob," replied Esther,
tearfully. "When mother saw that
In the paper this morning, she
made me promise that I wouldn't
yro with you. I didn't want to, but
I had to."

To ti e credit of Robert Griffith,
let it be said that he could catch a
loophole In anything. A contract
with a "joker" could never get by
him, but he was always able to in-

sert such a phrase without being de-

tected. "You promised you wouldn't
go vyith me?" he questioned.
Esther nodded.

"Well, you didn't promise not to
be taken," he declared, ajid without
more ado he picket: her up and car-
ried her down the walk to where
his machine stood, the engine still
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him. Only that wasn't worth
' while.
( before h I town for the trip

DMbney told him he "guess-
ed the woman in the blue suit wa
a little bit Mumped." ALout every-
thing alon the Ramazan had been
taken up arid the owners knew
enough to hang; n it. fc'he wa
asking now, he feaiJ, where the
man w as who ou r.e J the ten claim
called the Lucky Lou group.

"Tell her he's gene oat of town,
but given you orders to dicker on
terms." replied Sick, gravely. "An4
If you can sell at a g-o- d figure and
kep my name out of it, why there'
a nice Mice to you. iAitr.ey. l'9
got reasons for dr-ali-n through a
third party. Nevr did like to do
any business with the m x. any-
how. They're so ail-fir- el slippery
and coailnpr."

The deil nt through the next
rnorninc. and while the papere were
being Mcned over at the record of-
fice the Htase coa.h lay half way
down the side of Ramazan nio'-- j
tain with its driver buried under tb
debris. Little Xlck took tho new
stage In n few days while they
tried to patch up what was left of
the old man at the hospital in Har-
den city.

He w;4.s standing at the hors
headd when Fun came along", head
up and &mlllik. The eecret aeajr
had been made three weeks before
on the old Lucky Lou grroup by
scouts pent out had of her, and
the ore showed up clean and Meady
in its drift straight down Into th
river bed. She had taken it In her
own name and would transfer It
later on to the Munion-La-n peo-
ple. There would be a fin corn-missi- on

for her out of. it, ad jrob-abl- y

a bonus from Munson him-
self.

All at once phe stopped dead
short, staring at the bey who held
the mares' licvd. Out of the patt
there etood Nick. XJck in his
youthful vigor and Rood looks, hla
lazy blue eyes mooting hers, hi
yellow hair curling thickly on hi
uncovered Head. She Rave him
one startled look sji1 held out hrhand before t,hf? thought twice,
speaking only his name.

"Nick!"
"Yes. ma'am," answered little

Nick, cheerf uHy.
And then occurred a ftranpe

thing in the local history of Ma-
honk. The little self-sufficie-

woman in the bhie suit keeled ovtr
in a faint, and Nick lifted her in
his arms and carried her into the
sitting room behind the bar, start-
ing out again to call Mrs. RafTcrty,
the landlady. Rut Fan oj.'ned her
eyes and looke-- up at hiai long-
ingly.

'Come here," she said. 'Come
here to me. you big, lor.g-legpe- d.

blessed boy. Don't look scared at
me, Nick. I'm only your Silly old
mother. Where's the old man '. "

Nick told her .with the latest ie-po- rt

that old Nick had only crush-
ed a few ribs and sprained his arm.

"That's the Raeburn luck." sh
sighed happily. "Ho could have
tho whole mountain tumble n him
and come up smllln. Nick, dnai,
you know those claims of your
father's that I Just took over from
that fellow Dabney? They're
worth about two hundred thousand
dollars at a rough estimate. I'll
Jwst keep them in the family now,
and we'll try and make a millionaire
out of the old fellow, you and I to-
gether. He's running on the level
now, isn't he?"

Nick gTlnned and assured her h
"sure was." He looked nt thi; lit-
tle blue-eye- d, effilent woman who
said 5he was his mother. with
sheepish admiration.

"Didn't he ever speak of me,
Nick?" she asked.

And Niek, not being versed In th
feminine psychology, could not
know how much of future happi-
ness lay on his reply. Yet it was
simple and candid.

"He sail you wer the prettiest
girl he ever saw, and you made the
hst panakes In the Panhandle.

Fan sighed happily and pushed In
a coupl" of hairpins.

"H1 won't find me mruch chang-
ed." she paid. "Take me down to
hlrn. Nick."

Copyright. 1917.

yond. I have a drug store there andit Fe(ms to lo so successful that I
can't pot away."

When Violet reach-- ! her own gat
she insisted that John come in and
explain to h r mother how it had

' come atiout.
Mr?. Na.h, r.feturally reserved,

looked s irpri--- l. but tho straight-
forward manner of him
ser-m-f l to rass ir- - her an it had

"We'll le '!ai to have you j0jn
u in ;i s'!;i ,f o'.i h;ittrmilk. if
you nre to wait." Mrs. Nah siia,
aftr a few moments.

"Io fitay," utk-- Vloltt.
And John Kvar did stay. U

thoutrht h" had never sen anyone
in th- - w orbl so beautif i as this
little Kr.j-'lM- t girl in the roe col-
ored hat and th simple white dres.
He tried to kep his eyes from tell-
ing her so. for he v. ar.tc.j to come
ariln and iira'n.

VMe? walked to the "ate w'tH
hlrn w hei J.e w-1- -; a Me to take hia
d'vtrture. "Mr.tber i r. 1 I will be,

yo i at .,r.y tin.."
t h i ! . h y 1 y .

"Thank yoi;t I shall forne. Miss
Nash." he sali, formally. It's apeculiar for t frindhl;

t l

v';..'.et nodded. "''looi-b- v

said.
And ch- - w.tt'h.'d him .ts far aishe a, : se. him.
"Mv v od M a al-

ways my guard:an angel." John
Jams Kvar.s t:d to himself ort 9
w a v h o rr. e

A 'hi r. l.s invented an
arn'.'h 1 v. -- for matches, .j
specially prepared rrraw a.s a ul.
stitute.

to dre.M with a little bit of snap and
have a bit of dash to your manner
to get anywhere at all. I don't fee
w hy she can't see it. She's smart In
every other way.''

"That's why she doen't do it."
answered her father. "It' bcaueshe is smart."

"Oh. I know how old people feel."
declared Alice with a pout. "Rut
you don't understand how young
men have changed. It in't our
fault that they are different. When
Corinne came out In her new spring
clothes consisting of a black sailor
hat r d a" gray homespun suit Jim
said sue was really more conspicu-
ous than any of us Just because she
was so plain. Rut I told him that
if she was it wasn't her fault. She'd
have a fit if she thought she was
attracting any attention. Th rea-
son I'm talking so much about it is
that Dick Corey was at the club to-
day and I introduced him to Corin-
ne. and there was her chance. For
really she is pretty, and I'd love to
see her married to some nice, rich,
good looking chap like I)jrk and
show some of these girls around
here that she's of better clay than
they and she is, too. We all know
how blue blooded Corinne really is.
But she sneaks off in a corner and
hides, and I'd give that for her
chances now." Snapping her fin-

gers. "But I have a little plan, and
I'm going to help along her inter-
ests if I can. No, I'll not tell any-
body till we see how it works, but
I'm going to get busy."

Alice met Dick the next morning
on the train as she was returning
from a shopping trip and managed
to sit beside him. Adroitly she
brought the conversation to Corin-
ne. It seemed ridiculously easy.
Dick really seernvd anxious to talk
about her.

"You see, the trouble with Corinne
is," said Alice confidentially, "that
she has that innocent, unsophisti-
cated look that rather bores one if
he doesn't know her."

Dick looked at her with interest
and was apparently all attention.
"That's a good tart." thought
Alice. "Make a Kirl mysterious,
devilish, any old thing, and a man
will sit up and at least take notice."
She went on aloud. "But that's the
trouble so few people know Corin-
ne a9 I do. She's really anything
but unsophisticated. and her life
reads like a book. She can't help it
If her youth was blighted. Rut,
never mind, that was long ago. and
although things were against her, I
know it was not her fault. And
then, there was that other affair In
Paris before the war broke out.
Oh, dear. Who'd have thought it
of Corinne? You see, she isn't un-
sophisticated at all; she's just sati-
ated, tired of It all. She's blase!
That's what she is!"

"What what's all this you are
telling me?" asked Dick finally,
when he had sufficiently recovered
his voice and could get a word in.

Alice looked at him in wonder.
His face was a study in indigna-
tion.

"I was just telling you about
Corinne. I wanted you to be in-

terested, and everybody seems to
think she's so quiet and unimport-
ant!" And then Impulsively. "I
love her, that's what, and I've been
trying1 to make some one sit up and
take notice. I'm tired of having
people think she's a little church
house!"

"Thank you. Miss Alice." said
Dick quietly. "I believe you're
stanch, but your method is odd,
that's all. Corinne and I have been
engaged since she was In New York
last fall and we are to be married
next week. She hates to be con-
spicuous, so we decided to keep it
quiet."

And Alice has not quite straight-
ened It all out yet. She never told
any one how it worked. Moreover,
she has decided that she is no
match for Corinne and she's learn-
ed to be careful of what she savs.

M Bya - Louise Oliver

with Uncle Hen and me and be vour!
own little sweet self."

Margaret still thinking sympa-
thetically of Maggie, crossed the
smooth, moonlit lawns. "I'm just
as sure as I can be," she declared,
"that by finding my calling some
day. Aunt Emma means that I'll get
married. And ihat is the one thing
on earth I won't do. I consider it
weak-minde- d. thLs marrying busi-
ness, when there are so many real
things to do in the world."

The soft grass and the shrubs con
cealed her approach, and, as she
went llsrhtly up the side steps of
the porch, she heard voice? around
front. Evidently no one knew she
had come, for the talking went n.
It was old Mr. Dlton Prothero. Mar-
garet considered a moment. He
"ns a "Ion? winded old stick-in-the-mud- ."

to quote .Margaret ):er-scl- f,

and she knew he would stay
till 1:' o'clock. he looked at her
wrist watch. It was 9:4T now. She
tiptoed to the dining room door,
opened the screen and went In.
"Even this hot place is better than
sitting out thet'e ftnd being told that
I oupht to get married and that

"une, day lie's poing to find me a
nice husband. I'll just have a
saucer of strawberries and cream
and then o to bed."

She went back to the ice box. rct
the berries and switched off the
light. Then she stepped out into
the inciting coolness of the Karden.

"Hello!" said a masculine voice
frm the swing.

Hello." answered Margaret sur-
prised. "I thought Katrina had gone
out. Excuse me!" And she pre-
pared to depart.

"Don't co!" said the oice. "I
doi.'t know who Katrina is. but
sl:e"s n-- l here. There is just me
only I I mean to say. 1 only ant
pre-ent- ."

"You sound UV JLLiuxÜAL" aid

-- Who la that man. Alice '.'"

"The tall one with th ?'
"Yes he's Just getting ready to

drive off number on?."
Thafu Richard Corey. Ion't you

know him?"
"I ued to slightly, but hp's been

away such a Ion tim he's changed
a great deal. What's he doing
here?"

"Why the Coreys ha e always
lned here."

"I know, but they 1 ft Bellridge
to live in New York."

"Yea, but Richard has com back
to ttay and is going to operate the
old factory, with additions. Whrra
have ou been. Corinne. not to have
hoard all the gossip? Why. every
eirl within 10 miles Is setting her
cap straight for him. If It weren't
for Jim." Alice looked fondly at
the diamond on her left hand, "I'd
look pleasant at him myself. He's
quite a catch, Corinne!" significant-
ly.

"I wish you wouldn't nay such
thines, Alice."

"I like to shock you, Quaker1', V

laughed Alice. "I wish you wouldn't
be po prudish."

"I don't mean to be," paid Corin-
ne hastily, "but it sort of gives me
the shivers to hear people speak so
lightly of marriage."

"Come on," paid Alice, "we can
start a peach almost to the first
hunker! Now wxitch me foozle the
la'.l and ro six yards Into the
much. No. I didn't after all It was
better than I. expected, almost up
to you. Hut wait till It comes to
the iron shots! that's where I fall
down. If I don't reduce my handi-
cap this year I'll che up. Just
think, you're down to 1G and I still
have 21."

And so the two girls started
around the course, Alice chattering
and dubbin?- the ball: Corinne fillet
and concentrating on each play.
Alice made nine holes in 68, Corin-
ne in 50.

Afterward on the broad, cool
piazza of the clubhouse they had
tea, a kaleidoscopic crowd in vio-

lently striped skirts, blazing sweat-
ers and variegated hats. Corinne
alone was all In white. from her
little white sailor to her white buck
shoes. Her hair. Innocent of a net,
was wind-blow- n and a color as deli-rat- e

as that of a tea rose was In
her cheeks. Rut she had about as
much chance of attention in that
crowd as an anemone midst a
wealth of American Heauty roses.

Everybody, including Corinne,
was introduced to the newcomer.
Rut after Richard Corey's friendly
handshake and appropriate senti-
ment about belnf: very happy, In-

deed, to meet her again, she re-

tired to the corner of a wicker
dian and amusd herself with a
magazine and her tea . Why try to
talk when every one else was talk-
ing at the top of his, or her lungs?
lib-har- was the center of a large
crowd, chiefly feminine, which in-

sisted on giving him cakes and
;ii)dwi hes and more tea.

"Come on. if you've finished."
s-a- Alice at last. "I guess we'd
better start home. It's after ö." So
the girls got into the roadster and
departed. On the way home Alice
gave Corinne another lecture about
being so retiring. "You'll never
make an Impression that way, dear.
Why, that man doesn't remember
you any more than h docs one of
the hushes beside the course. Peo-
ple, have to do something a little bit
noticeable theso days to make them
stand out. If you're going to be
backward and quiet the whole mob
will get ahead of you."

"I'm out of the rare, dear," said
Corinne quietly. "I don't care to
compete with anybody."

"Mother." said Alice at dinner.
Td like to shake Corlnr.e. It's her

own fault she never has a beau. She
doesn't realize that one can't be old-fashion- ed

any more. You Just have

Strawberries and

Margaret left the girls at the cor-

ner and cut across lots to her own

house.' It was a lovely, soft sprir?
night with a moon, and the per--

fume of a million blossoms.
Her thoughts were busy. Bhe was

thinking of the Him she had Just
teen at the moving picture theater.
of pocr rebellious little Marble Tul- -

Rvr. How like Magpie she was
herself, che thousnt, impulsive, lov- -

ine, misunderstood, und alwayw in
trouble throrgh no fault of her own.

Just now she wanted to do some-

thing that seemed to find nothing
but ridicule from the reople at
home. he wanted to have a fresh-ai- r

camp for children down on the
lake where they couU play and wade
and frolic all summer.

"But, reg"gy dear." her aunt had
expostulated, "there Is a loely bi?
home for little city chtldren up on
the hill."

"Well, there are more children in
town, aren't there?"

"But that isn't it. dar. You
don't understand. It would take
hundreds of dollars and many peo- -

p'.e to do the work. There would
be washing and ironing and cook-

ing and dish washing and bed mak-
ing. It wouldn't be all play. And
the lake h full of malaria and they'd
all b siik and maybe some tf them
ncul'l die. Then what?"

"Get some more.' ald M irgaret.
j.ot to be discouraged.

"No. dear, it in't po.-MM-e. You'll
l.ave to grt over this notion ju.--t as

j t ovi-- r wanting to l o an avia-
tor, and a mi-s:na- ry and all th.-othe- r

thin-- s. You'll find your call-
ing some day, I'm .sure, and in the
meantime juat try to b contented

Nick Raeburn had come out to
Nevada before the Goldilcld ruh.
All through that period of excite-
ment when fortunes were made and
lost overnight. Nick went aluüg his
leisurely way, driving the pt-i-e to
the Mahonk mines over from na-
tion be:--- the i.ig Kuyohte con-
struction plant. And the das when
he had work to do his sou drove the
stage.

Little Nick, they called him, al-
though he was a foot tailer than bix
Nick, his father. Owrgrown and
easy mannered, he was the butt of
all the newcomers to the mines.

"But. L.ord Harry, you can't rat-
tle him," Nick would say happily.
"He was born in he sunshine, that
boy. Prettiest mother you ever taw

used to run the pancake counter
at Daniels" cafe down at Chafleo
Junction. Don't you know where that
is? Up in the Panhandle. Shr ran
away when Nick was about two and
a half, and got a divorce in Ueno.
I never blamed here a mite. I used
to drink like a fish tho.se days and
never earned a whole week's pay In
ray life. It sort of pulled me up the
morning I came in and found her
gone and little Nick waiting for me
to button up Iiis duds for him and
wash his face. Does a man a pile
of good to have responsibility forced
on him that way. liut I wish she
hadn't been so final. I sure did like
that girl."

When the lafct ntrike happened up
at the Mahonk the news of it reach-
ed the outer world and the rush be-

gan about a week later. It was up
in the mountains, following the bed
of the old Ramazan river, and folk
had a hard time getting to it. Nick
knew the best way up and made
trips steadily. One morning as he
took the blankets off the .bay mares
a woman came toward him from the
little hotel that wa3 part of the
mushroom growth of Rayolite. She
was about 33. but slender and as
pretty as a girl, and trim as a clip-
per in her dark blue suit and white
felt hat.

"Is this the stage to the Mahonk
mines?" she asked. Nick turned his
head to answer in his usual way,
foreseeing a prospective traveler,
when he recognized her. Yet over
him her gaze swept without a gleam
of memory. There wa.i nothing
about old Nick shrunken, stoop
shouldered, weatherbeaten, with his
face twisted habitually into a one-
sided grin to bring back any recol
lection of the early romance that
had happened in Daniels's cafe.
Chaffee Junction. Nick answered
with some' inward embarrassment.
Fan had suffered too little from
time's ravages for him to affect un-

concern. Yet all the way up to the
mines she hardly looked at him, and
he watched her leave the stago with
surging emotions. Even if she had
run away from him there had not
been any other man. so far as he
knew. It was just as she had said
in her farewell letter. There had
been too much for any woman to
stand and she wanted to get out and
earn her own living.

"See that woman in blue that
came up with you?" asked Dabney
when he sauntered out of the hotel
after Nick had eaten. "She's rep-
resenting the Munson-I-An- e interests,
they say. Nice, quiet little party
with more nerve and punch up her
sleeve than any man here. I heard
the fellows saying she was always
sent on ahead to scout a bit and find
out how things were going before
they sent on any buyers. She's been
asking what properties hereabout
have been undeveloped."

Nick nodded. He hai a bunch
of worthless claims up on the Fide
of old Ramazan mountain that had
cost him assessment work each year
and hung around his neck like a
millstone. They lay Just beyond
the river bed drift of ore. It was
pretty hard to get the work done
this year especially. Little Nick
had made a shift at it, but couldn't
swing it alone. Anyhow, it didn't
matter much. He forgot claims
thinking of Pan and her nerve in
taking up any such line as this and
making good at it. Yet wasn't she
the sort to make good at anything

mines or flapjacks? Perhaps if
she'd only put her mind to it, she
might even have made a success of

brave hero today." she said, swal-
lowing a lump that would rise in
her throat.

"My my brother was loM a few
months ago In France fighting with
English troops for our country. We
are English."

John James Evans for he was
the third of that name In his fam-
ily looked down at her and noted
the exquisite beauty of her face,
tear-staine- d though It was. "It was
Kood of you to pick out my grand-
father's grave," he said, hardly
knowing what to say.

Violet shook her head. "It's noth-
ing to you, of course," she said.
"But it has done me good and it
has spared mothc the pain of see-
ing me give way to weeping. I Just
had to. for mother and I have tried
so hard to bear up for each other
oh, so hard," she said.

John was placing his pot of fiow-er- s

In the center of the mound of
grass. "These were his favorite
flowers and grandmother aked me
always to use them here."

Violet smiled. "How pretty the
sentiment." she paid.

After that there was a long si-

lence, during which neither your
person seemed to know what to do
or say.

"Would you let me take yoJ
home?" John Evans finally asked.

"I don't go far." she protested.
"I have my little runabout Jut

outside and I'm sure your mother
wouldn't mind." he explained.

Violet looked in his eyss for a
moment. "No I don't believe she
would. We don't kr.ow ery many
Americans for we hae k-- pt much
to ourselves. Do you live in Ma-

rionvllle?" asked, as he rose.
"No la Cedartown, five inllea be

There would have to be an elope-
ment: there was no other way to
gain the happiness which they
sought. Of that much they were
certain, for because Esther's mother
objected to the marriatre, Bob's fa-

ther, too. was unwilling-- , and there-
for some way to circumvent the
edict of the parents must be evolved.
Ksther had talked It all over, first
with herself and then with Bob, and
Bob had talked it all over, too.
first with Esther and then with him-
self, as Is the way of m-- n and
women.

Yes, they would have to run away.
That would make It all the more
romantic, and in later ears. ns they
sat around the fireplace In their cosy
little home they had it all pictured

how they could look back with
pleasure on their wedding day!
Esther was enthusiastic, and Rob.
since Esther had declared herself,
was enthusiastic too.

As Rob and Esther thought the
matter over, and compared notes,
there seemed to be a certain
strangeness about the fact that their
parents should object to the mar-
riage when they had always been
such good friends, and had grown
up together. That Robert Griffith
was an Ideal young man was art In-

disputable fact In Esther's mind, and
according to Rob the girls who
could compare at all favorably with
Esther Culllnane were so fenrce
that It wasn't worth while looking
for them. And yet this admitted-
ly ideal couple were not to be mar-
ried. merely because their parents
thought they shouldn't! An elopf-me- nt

there should be.
It was a simple matter to decide

on the elopement. but goodness
knows the arrangement of details
was hard. If you have ever planned
an elopement yourself you'll under-
stand the situation. The best plan,
they decided, would be to take out
the license the day before they ran
away, without saying anything to
anyone. Then they could leave
quietly and he married, maybe in
some little town they should come
to. It would be necessary to get the
license at home, because the state
law provided that the license could
be Issued only in the girl's home
county if she were a resident of the
state.

Roth Rob and Esther w?re of ace.
and so they experienced no difficulty
in getting the license. Rut. although
each had attained that age spoken
of as the "majority." neither of
them were very well versed in psy-colog- y.

or in the wonderous com-

plexity of that elusive abstract ar-

ticle, human nature. While they
were in the clerk's office getting the
license, it happened that a reporter
came in to get the list of licenses
Issued. Rob, of course, did not want
the fact that he and Esther were
about to be married to be put in the
paper, and so he called the news-
paper man aside, and asked him to
keep the thins? out of the paper, of-

fering an Incentive In the form of
a gold piece.

Such tactics didn't work. Perhaps
the ordinary run of journalists would
have Jumped at the offering, hut this
particular man was new on the Job.
and had had it impressed upon him
that under no circumstances wap he
to suppress news of any kind. Then,
on the other hand, the families of
both parties were well known In the
town, and he felt that there was a
story worth more to him than the
five dollars. The two combined
were sufficient to defeat the ends of
the somewhat crestfallen Rob.

They would have to take their
chances, they decided. One con-

solation was their's. that the mar-

riage licenses were usually printed
In small type, under what is known
In newspaper vernacular as a "cap"
head, a line of small black type, no
larger than the body type of the
paper. Tt was not unlikely that the
matter would escape observation
altogether. At any rate, there was
no help. Even $10 had failed to

Margaret.
"And feel like him. Hamlet was

proverbially alone and so am I.
Won't you stay a minute?"

"Who are you. I have a habit
of being particular about my friends.
Were you about to break in? Per-
haps you have the fiat silver about
you now'."

"I was never known to be guilty
of having two quarters to jingle
together."

"I don't mean that, but anywry
never mind. If I sit down will you
tell me about yourself?"

"I don't believe I can talk much,
my mouth's watering so at the
of those strawberries.

"Jut wait a minute and I'll Ret
you some."

She was back In an Instant, this
time leaving on the kitchen llht.
.he wanted to see what her vis-a-v- is

looked like. The evening was turn-ill- ?

out beautifully. How .hocked
Aunt Kmma would be!

.She was agreeably surprised to
find as he sprang forward to hold
the door that he was tall, lender,
yoiintr and nicely and quietly dress
ed. and his face satisfied her com-
pletely. Whatever he was doing
there she could take her time to
find out.

he settled herself In the swing
and he sat down beside her.

" Yell?" she a.sked. "Am I to have
the story?"

There's nothing to it except
that I'm mrsunderstood."

"How interesting!" exclaimed
Margaret, biting a berry- - "o am
I."

"You don't say so! It's awful,
isn't it?"

"Yes. it is, for a girl. I should
think p. man always has his hat,
though. If he doesn't like things he
can leave."

"No you're wrong. If some-
body had done everything in the
world for you. you can't go back on
him. can you?"

"No." said Margaret slowly.
"That's the way with me. Aunt
Emma and Uncle Ben art !arllu?a.

throbtlng with pent up power.
"You fee," he explained, as he
started the car. "you couldn't help
it that I kidnared you."

Perhaps, to be perfectly honest.
Esther should have screamed while
she was bein? carried away. She
didn't think of it, though, until
after they rere roaring Along tht
parkway, and then he didn't want
to make herself conspicuous so she
kept quiet. Thus the "kidnaping"
was carried out without a slip.

It was a hundred mllee to the
state line, with only one big city to
rfo through, and the speedometer
never dropped below the "forty"
:nrk until they were in the out-
skirts of th.it city. Then, because
the asphalt street was slippery. Bob
ea-se-d the car down to twenty miles
an hour. He threaded his way
through the center of town, and
then began to pick up speed along
a wonderful drive, leading out of
town. A voice from behind hailed
them.

"PuW up to the side of the road,"
It commanded.

"We're pinched," said Bob. rue-
fully, as he iteered over to the euro.
The motorcycle officer drew up
alongside.

"Don't you know you can't burn
up the road like that in this town?"
he questione-1- .

"Yes." admitted Bob. "I'm guil-
ty. What's the fine for the first of-

fense?"
"Eleven dollars," waa the reply.
"Well." here's the money for the

fine," taid Rob, handing a ten and a
five to the officer. "You can keep
the change," he added.

"That ain't regular," declared the
other.

"I know it. But. you see. we're
eloping," explained Bob. "Take
care of it that way this time, won't
you ?"

"Well, all right." agreed the of-
ficer, and before he could change
hla mind Beb had started the ma-
chine. When Esther looked bock a
few minutes later, the policeman
was still standing by his machine
looking after them.

Three hours and ten minutes after
Bob had buret out of the garage
back home, he crossed the line into
Ohio with the girl who was to be-
come his wife beside him. A half
hour later they stopped in front of
tho court house at the county seat.
Five minutes after that they had a
license to wed.

.After they were married, an hour
later, they thought it all over once
more, and humanlike, were sorry
they had disobeyed the wishes of
their parents. 'Tt would be so
much nicer if we had persuaded
them to give us permission," said
Esther. "Now mother won't have
anything to do with me the rest of
my life."

"Perhaps It would have been bet-
ter," agreed het husband. "Dad
will probably kick me out of the
firm now, and a youn lawyer all
alone can't make as much money.
Rut we won't starve," he declared,
with the rplendid optimism of
youth. "And besides. I have you."

"Yes," said Esther, "with each
other we can get along without lots
of other things. We can't have
everything, anyway."

Late that afternoon they returned
to the clerk'e office to file the signed
license, to show that they had been
married. When the necessary
transactions were completed, the
smiling clerk handed them a tele-
gram addressed to "Mr. and Mrs.
Robert Gr?ffith." They tore it open,
and read:

"Congratulations. Love laughs at
all obstacles, so guess you love each
ether all right. That's all we want-
ed to he sure of. You needn't come
home. Are forwarding trunks to
Cleveland. Go ahead on your wed-
ding trip.

"Papa Griffith and
Mamma Cullinane."

family partios sat about under the
drooping willow trees or leaned
against the splendid cedars, and
picknicked after the fashion of
country folk on Decoration day. But
Violet could not take on the holi-
day spirit, and ehe wandered to the
outskirts of the burying ground.

On an old stone, gray and weath-erstaine- d,

she read the name of
"John Jamei Evans." Here was a
man named John, as had been her
brother. The inscription told her
that the mn died a hero ir. the
Civil war, md the iron guard of
the G. A. K. with its flap flying in
the soft May breeze had drawn her
toward the spot. But no flowers had
been placed on the grasry mound.
Perhaps tho soldier's family and
comrades were all pone, and the
flag had been placed there by a com-
mittee appointed to decorate all
army graves.

Violet knelt down and began to
arrange clusters of white and purple
lilacs near the headstone. She
dropped many a tear as ehe worked,
for the Ima'ge of her brother was
always before her, and she wonder-
ed as she reverently placed each
flower who would do the same for
him. Tears finally streamed down
her cheeks and she sat down upon
the grass ar.d tried to control her
emotion.

When she looked up a mk.n stood
beside her. He held a pot of flow-

ers, old-fashion- ed blooms. He was
looking at the flowers on the irave.

"Did you do that?" he asked Violet--

Violet

nooded.
"John James Evans was my

grandfather," he said. "I come ev-

ery year. It is good of you," he
said. His look quest oned her fur-
ther.

"I saw no fiowers on the grave,"
Violet eaid ioftly, and I wanted to
decorate the resting" place of some

Bob wa to be Grand Custodian of
the License until the next morning.
at which time he was to call for
Esther In h!s roadster, and from
then on their lives would be one

(continual flickerless moving picture
or so they thought. The reet of

the afternoon passed quickly, as
time Is all too prone to do when
loving couples have a short while
together by themselves, and Esther,
pleading that they would have to
pet some rest po that they could
start early, mde Bob leave as early
as 12 o'clock. To tell the bitter
truth. Esther didn't get to bed until
nearly 2. and then it was nearly day
light before she dropped off to fdeep. i

jThe eve of one'a weddlnp is not a I

time to repose peacefully.
The room-to-b- e was also excited

enough to keep him awake until
about 2. but when he struck the
pillow he became sound asleep with-
out a moment's delay. It hardly
seemed possible that he had reached
Jhe Iand of Nod before he heard
the furious rattling of the doorknob,
and the voice of his father, calling
him to awake and let somebody in.
With vague fears that burglars had
in some way managed to carry off
his beloved Esther. Bob threw back
the covers and rushed to the door,
which he opened wide.

BoV'r father, a morning paper in
his hand, stormed into the room.
"Who paid you could pet a license
to marry Esther Culllnane?" he de-
manded. Bob glanced toward a
chair, over the back of which hung
the coat he had worn yesterday. In
the inside pocket, pnugly hidden,
was the licen??. "Well." went on
Mr. Griffith. "Why don't you ans-
wer?"

"Nobody gave me permission."
said Rob. "I think I'm Just about
old enough to be my own boss. I
got the license because I love her,
and I'm golnpr to marry her."

"Eook what you got in the paper."
Bob took the extended sheet and
looked at it. There, under a large
heading, was the story' of the re-

porter who couldn't be bribed, and
of the young man who had pressed
a gold piece m his hand to keep a
story out of the paper. The reporter
had "gone the limit." for the fact
was displayed as prominently as
could be.

"If I'd only shut up." thought
Rob. as his eye caught the list of
other licenses granted, far down In
one inconspicuous corner of the
page. "everthlntr would have been
all right."

"What did you do with your li-

cense? Have you already been mar-
ried?" demanded the elder Grifflith.

Bob had a decided notion to j?ay
"yes" to the last question, bu in-

stead, be replied, "I have it here.
We're going to be married this
morning'."

'Oh, you are, are you' Mr.
Griffith strode across the room, to r
where Robs coat was hanging. It
took him but an instant to locate !

the precious paper, and he pulled
it out into plain sight. Then, while
Rob looked on in amazement, he
tore the thing to bits, and flung the
pieces out of a window. "Now let's
see you o ahead. I'll see if you're
going to marry a girl whose mother
won't have you." Picking up the
discarded newspaper, the older man

Rent out and slammed the door.

and I wouldn't hurt them for the
world."

"I've always done pretty much as
I pleased, though." said the young
man. "That is, I wanted to write
instead of going into business, but
it hasn't more than paid expenses.
So now Uncle Dick insists that I
come and live with him and be his
heir and marry some pirl he's pick-

ed out for me. Isn't it awful! I'd
rather go to Alaska."

"How lovely." sitjhed Margaret.
"Fo should I."

"But I'll have to he poins now,
I'm afraid. I went to the drug store
for some cigars for I'ncle Dick and
he'll he wondering-- what's become of
mo . They're waiting "round on the
first porch for the plrl to come
home. I clipped around here, it
looked so nice and quiet."

"Do you mean that Mr. Prothero
is your uncle?"

"Ye."
"And he brought you here to see

the girl he wants you to marry?"
"Tes."
"And you're hiding?"
"Yes."
"Good for you. So ami! Im the

girl!"
"Good heavens!"
She nodded.
"But if you're the girl, it's it's

different. You see. I didn't know.
I I really. I'd love to have you
marry me." 1

"If I did. would you let me have
a fresh-ai- r camp for children, and
have a flying machine, and be a mis-
sionary, and everything?"

"Sure thing. And we'd go to Alas-
ka, and I'd write, and. we d have a
perpetual picnic."

"All rieht," said Margaret, hap-
pily. "I'll just do it. It never oc-

curred to me before that marriage
might mean that at last I should be
understood."

Corjricht. ran
Tea compressed Into blocks

nhich resemble plug tobacco is sold
by an English firm for the conven-
ience of tourists.

In Memory Then andNow - MoMy McMaster

(Copyright. 1917.)

Violet Nash tied on her tiff droop-

ing summer hat and stood before
her mother.

"I em going to walk out to the
little old cemetery on the edge of

the village, mother. Do you mind?"
The mother's eyes filled quickly

with tears. She knew why the girl
was going; she knew, too, that her
daughter's heart was as full as her
own on this, the first Memorial day,

since their son and brother had been
lost on the battlefield of Europe.

Violet smiled through the tears
that had forced their way Into her
eyes. "I won't be long. dear, and
I'm takln? a basket of cur lovely
lilacs and snowballs." She kissed
her mother and walked down the
gravel path to the gate and out along
the country road to the cemetery
that had teen a landmark long be-

fore Violet and her mother had
come to Marionvllle, la., from their
hom in England.

John Nash, the son and brother,
had answered the call of bis coun-

try and had pone to battle. He had
never returned and only tho news
of hi brave death had come to the
family.

Today, when flags were at half-ma- st

for the heroes of other wars,
Violet felt that she must go some-

where, do something, in memory of
her dear brother. The only thins
that teemed to be possIUe wcruld
be to take flowers to the grave of
some other soldier and place them
there in memory of her brother.

Ehe wendered about among the
crowdi in tbe little oerottry. Sozat
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